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RICHARD MANSFIELD

His Tzar Ivan disappointed no one:   Here were no
harassing traditions and conventions.    He did not have to
create as many Ivans as there were conceptions in the
audience.    Every one came without an Ivan.   Each one
brought a "white mind."    On it he painted a portrait
which was his very own from the first stroke to the last.
As for the play, no one expected it to succeed.   It could
not.    There was no play.    It was practically an inter-
rupted monologue.    In spite of the lack of any extraneous
interest Mansfield stalked straight ahead to a triumph
such as only the greatest artists attain.    " Ivan the Ter-
rible," either as play or character, was not designed to
become popular.    It was grim gloom, shot by red flames of
passion and yellow bursts of sardonic humour, but it was
mighty, irresistible,  overwhelming.    It swept away any
lurking doubts of Mansfield's greatness.

He found himself acting Ivan during the first few even-
ings at the New Amsterdam with peculiar difficulty. At
first he could not define it. Presently it came to him.
"It's the dressing-room," he said. "I cannot act if I
continue to dress up here."

The dressing-rooms in this theatre are designed for the
safety of the actors in case of fire and to give them the
benefit of all possible daylight and fresh air. They are
reached from the stage by going into an outside hall and
ascending on an elevator.

Mansfield's trouble was that he felt every time he went
to his room as if he had left the theatre and the atmos-
phere of the play behind. This made it unbelievably
difficult to keep in character from act to act. Besides,
like a general, he liked to be within earshot of the din of
things. He missed the faint echo of the entr'acte music,
the applause, the bustle of shifting scenes, the indistinct.
